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" And changes incessantly!" broke in Captain Hood.
"There never was such a whimsical capricious lunatic of
a river as this same Ganges. People take the trouble to
build a town on its banks, and behold, a few centuries
later the town is in the midst of a plain, its harbours are
dry, the river has changed its course! Thus Rajmahal,
as well as Gaur, were both formerly situated on this faith-
less stream, and now there they are dying of thirst
amidst the parched rice-fields of the plains."
" Then may not some such fate be in store for Calcutta?*
inquired I.
"Ah, who knows."
" Come, come," said Banks ; " you forget the engineers!
It would only require skilful embankments. We could
easily put a straight waistcoat on the Ganges, and restrain
its vagaries."
" It is well for you, Banks," said I, " that no natives are
within earshot when you speak so irreverently of their
sacred stream! They would never forgive you."
"Well, really," returned Banks, "they look on their
river as a son of God, if not God himself, and in their eyes
it can do nothing amiss."
"Not even by maintaining, as it does, epidemics of the
plague, fever, and cholera !" cried Captain Hood. " I must
say, however, that the atmosphere it engenders agrees splen-
didly with the tigers and crocodiles which swarm in the